Pictures of you and a rotting cellophane tape to hold you under my feethold you in your place. In a candle-lit bedroom heavy and damp with the stench of sulfur incense, You sliced one hundred and thirty pounds of silence into perfect cubes. Your hate was a science deliberate, exact, and on targetwith a kiss to keep your pets quiet. Cars full of purchased identity swimming through the tension to steal one perfect picture of you. Pictures of you that I sold to the boys dancing tap in the Cinema 5. . Pictures of you that got stuck to my soles when you thought you were walking on me.
Kristen Weberg
